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Plundering impostors threat! 
reputation — until )ie gets 
) from a young boy! 



THE MASQUERADERS OF 
LOS GATOS CANYON 




A victim of one of the false Zorroa rec- 
ognizes the robber in street clothes and 
tells his story to Don Diego, who follows 
the villain to his hide-out... 



Only to return later, as the real 
to capture the impostors. 
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IN THE STKU66LE, THE BANPIT'S 
<SLOVE COMES OFF ■■■ — 




' THE CAUSE OF JUSTICE COSTS 
AlONEy, MY FRIENPS.' WE WHO 
RICE FOR ZORRO NEEP FUNPS 
TO CARRY ON OUR FISHT 



WE ROS ONLY IN THE INTERESTS 
OF JUSTICE, MUCHACHO/ APIO&/ 




At that moment, 
a lancer ripes 
to the top of a 
nearby hill 
overlooking 
the stage 
eOAP"- 




. AT THE STAGE, THE COUNTERFEIT 
ZORROS RIPE OFF, WITH THE 
LEAPER BRINGING UP THE BEAR'-- 




Sergeant garcia anp- the lancers 
eic7e harp-in pursuit of one of 
the zoreos, not realizing there- 
are three more "- 




&M0LAM/ 





At that same moment, in the 

WOOC5, ONE OF fiAKCIA'S LANCERS 
ATTACKS ANOTHER ZOERO'-' e==r~ 




HBLP ME It^MMNB Al/ THE POOR 

XCOMMANt? yoU/ ^rHIS- SOMBRERO/ 
7— ^ -**. kBk.Wff* MUST SHOW 

ymttf. J^£\JEWfiW3 HIM THAT X 


IS 




iw 


•Jul, ^Aj 







A MOMENT LATER 




The lancer anp sekseant Garcia 
are both so surprise!? that they 
let (so of their. captives '<- 





WHAT I* THIS ? ^a 
YOU SAW ZOKKO * \ 
&UT «PU COULPN'T 
HAVE/ I HAP 
HIM* "OP, THAT J 
\S...fErE HAC? / 
HIM—THAT IS — Jj 


X WHAT THE \ 
'SER6EANT IS \ 
TEyiNfS TO SAY \ 
IS THAT WE"- 1 
WELL, THAT IS, 
I--OE A^-'-OH, / 
. FOP6ET IT/ V 
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Later, at the pueblo 
vz. lo£> an6eles - - - 




Thsdushout the NEXT _, „ 

TWO WEEKS, THE ZOEEO , . . . SLAM' 

IMPOSTORS STRIKE SUAf"' ,—, 

MANy TIMES — " 




**&&™. 




That evening-- 




TWO OF THE PUZZLEC? 

BANPITS RESPONP TO 
THE STE4N6E VOICE — 







Zo&ZO SOON OVERPOWERS 
THE eEMAININS 3ANCTTS-" 





The outlaws make quick work of 
captuwng the villagers, for there are 
few useful weqpons in the little town... 




WE WILL PEED YOU, 6EU0RES, \ GOOD.' THERE'S 

BUT WE WILL NOT LET , ~* NOTHING WE 

OUR SEBoRITAS DANCE LIKE BETTER THAN 

FOR you .' WE WILL I A GOOD FIGHT .' 

FIGHT TO THE FINISH ' 




Ano HT rmr 
/moment, 

TUB CaPTURED 

BURROS 

SUOVENIX 

neaR 

UP ON THEN? 
HINDLKS, 
SINOINS 

rue 
sam>irs' 

HORSES 

into a panic... 




I fHB VILidSEBS QUICKLV TffKE (IDVQNTflGt OF 
THE WEKPeCTEP TURN OF EVENTS... 





WHEN I BOW, SWEEPING MY SOMBRERO LIKE 
THIS, IT IS A SIGNAL FOR MY 8URR0S TO 
STAND ON THEIR WIND LEGS .' THIS IS THE 
TRICK 1 HAVE TAUGHT THEM... THE ONE^, 

I WAS GOING TO 

SHOW YOU THIS 
AFTERNOON '. 





They railed him the Yanqui Mannero the 
Yankee Sailor. Silas Markam had corne to 
Monterey on a whaling ship and so loved 
the place, he stayed. 

His west herbea ten face leering above the 
huge, bright anchor tattooed on his chest 
gave him a frightful appearance. Yet the 
children loved him, and soon all Monterey 
took him lo their hearts. 

Now, after many years, Silas Markam was 
a poor but respected member of the com- 
munity. He spent long hours each day sitting, 
in the plaza spinning yarns about his adven- 
tures at sea. 

But Silas had ether work to do. He was try- 
ing to establish a cattle ranch on the Salinas 
River. And everyone wished him well. 

Everyone, that is, except the- Mora brothers. 
These unscrupulous rascals thought they saw 
in Silas an^eaay prey. 

"Look at him," they told each other. "All 
his free time he spends with Jos ninos, the 
children, He doesn't know the first thing 
about ranching." 

"He is even loo simple and childlike lo 
brand his cattle," one of the brothers said. 

"There would be no way for him to prove 
his ownership if someone should run those 
cattle off," the other agreed. 

One day in late spring, Silas, as usual, 
was sitling in the town square, spinning yarns 
with the children, when his mayordomo 
approached him at a run. 

"Patron, Palron!" the foreman cried. "Our 
piecious cattle! The Mora brothers have run 
them off!" 

"Do not get so exciled," said Ihe old sailor, a 
twinkle in his eye. "If what you say is true. 



then let me summon the Comandanrfe from 
the presidio and we will get our cattle back." 

Monterey was a small town, and news 
travelled fast. Soon everyone knew that the 
beloved Yankee Sailor had been robbed. 

"But how will he establish his claim to the 
cattle?" everyone asked one another, "It is 
common knowledge that his cattle carry no 
brand." 

Later, at the Mora place, Silas and the 
Comandanfe confronted the unscrupulous 
brothers. 

"That is one of mine," the sailor said, 
pointing. "And that one, and that one, too." 

Soon, with his keen sailor's eye ferreting 
out the fresh brands, Silas had picked out 
forty-seven cattle that he claimed to be his 
own, the exact number that had been stolen. 

"But how can you prove theee accusa- 
tions?" the Mora brothers asked. "You can 
see for yourselves these cattle carry our 
brand." 

"Ay," said the Comandanfe. "But the 
brands are only a day or two old, judging 
by the hair." 

"I can prove it, Comandante," old Silas 
said, and stepped up to a steer. 

Then, with gnarled old fingers thai were 
gentle as a child's, he rolled back the underlip 
of each animal in question. There, for all *o 
see, tiny but distinct, was a little blue anchor 
tattoo. 

The children recognized it immediately, 
and so did the Comandante, as the sailor's 
own brand. For the liny tattoo on each 
animal's lip was an exact replica of the 
anchor tattooed on the Yanqui Marinero's 
chest. 




But before the capitan can sive The whip of zorro uncoils - 
his fateful commanc-" , 




Anp snaps out--- 
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HOURS LATER" J 

HERE IS yc?UE 
TEMPOKAf?y HOME 
MY FKIENE?/ 
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6ERNARPO INFORMS ME TMAT 
HE SAW ZORRO ANP VELAf^PE 
6IVE yOU THE SLIP THIS 
MORNING... ANP THAT HE 
FOLLOWED THEM TO WHERE 
VELARDE IS NOW WPING-i 




' OR, ON THE OTHER. 
HANP, I MI6HT BE 
CALLING HIM 




The lancees, leg* b/ the capitan 
awp &arcia, move in warily towari7 
the cave. ..anc? only seenarco 
knows what they will fine? - - - 





& NOT NEW 




Smog is one word made up out of two — smoke and fog. It has 
become the subject of a great deal of talk lately- just as if it 
were something 1 new. It isn't. Smog was a problem when Los 
Angeles was a pueblo, although not so pronounced' as today. 




Id the days of Zorro, it was the Indians 
who caused the smog. Half-starved, they 
would start a series of brush fires to smoke 
out the rabbits hiding in the bushes. 



Forced out into the open, the rabbits be- 
came easy prey for the Indians, who feasted 
royally while the smoke which they had 
created rolled across Los Angeles. 




Settling into the basin formed by the 
surrounding mountains, the heavy pall of 
smoke, mingled with the fog, lay over the 
town for days, like a blanket. Again, 
history repeats itself. 



Once Grizzlies were found in most of west- 
ern United States and Canada. Today they 
are confined largely to our national parks. 



LAND 
GRANTED 





In the days of Zorro, cattle raising was the 
nia, and great ranchos were established to 




To obtain land through a grant from the 
government, a man would submit a map 
of the acreage he wanted and promise to 
stock it with the required number of 
cattle, build a house and plant trees. 



With the surrounding ranch owners as 
witnesses, the new grant was surveyed 
and the boundaries measured by a reata, 
or cord of rawhide, attached to stakes 
thrust into the ground. 




Then the new owner stepped onto his land 
and took possession of it. By ceremoniously 
pulling up clumps of grass, scattering bits 
of earth, breaking branches of a bush, or 
performing some such act, he would indi- 
cate that he had assumed ownership. 



Anything handy, such as an animal skull 
stuck atop a post, was used for boundary 
markers. But because such markers could 
easily be moved or destroyed, boundaries 
of many old land grants are still disputed 
in courts, even after a century or more. 



BAH/ IT IS NOT ZOPEO 

WHO UPSETS ME --IT 

IS THE COAAANZ7ANTE, 

WHO CALLS- ME A FOOL 

BECAUSE I HAVE 

NOT CAUCHT THE 

BLACK PEMON ' 




' ***. 
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